CALDFORNIAN SUMMER

The pkys to be seen in London might well have been
portents too. This was the time of Noel Coward's Caval*
cade, which, in presenting a swift dramatic procession of
the years in our own century, reflected also the mood of an
England now compelled to read in the huge question-mark
of the present a challenge to the validity of all her deeds
and hopes. The play was so successful that for years after-
wards the stockholders of Drury Lane, the theatre where it
was given, used to attend their annual meeting and heckle
an apologetic chairman with cries of " Why can't we have
another Cavalcade ? " This is the simple question that the
commercial stage is always asking itself, and it is simply
answered as a rule by sequences of comedies or musicals,
revues or thrillers, all as like as peas. But there was only one
time for Cavalcade, and that was the season of 1931-32. It
was the season also of Grand Hotel, an outsize in kaleido-
scopic talkies with which for the moment the stage answered
the challenge of the screen ; and of the return of the Com-
pagnie de Quinze with La Mauvaise Conduite, their comedy
in masks after Plautus ; of Clifford Bax's The Rose without a
Thorn, which made the fortune of a new dramatic venture ;
of Bridie's Tobias and the Angel; and especially of Rein-
hardt's production of Helen and his revival of The Miracle.
There were many hopes that the artists leaving the stage 01
Middle Europe would bring their talent to our own. In
this year, too, the Memorial Theatre in Stratford was
opened ; and never was April on the Avon so bright. The
Festival Theatre in Cambridge gained little publicity but
much credit by a series of original productions, and formed
a rallying-stage for the theatre theatrical.
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